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Fencing Isn\t That Hard 


Author's Notes: 
Another story for my \'So You Want a Little Piece of the Air Raid Siren?\: series. Read ¢ Review (and also 


choose the next rocker)! And as always, enjoy! 


March 15, 1195 

"Whatever" 

"lim not kidding, mate. And | ranked Tth in England" Bruce assured. 

When he first met Bruce years ago, Dave Mustaine had been so in awe of him, being that he was a part of 


one of the main bands to influence him and Megadeth, that he would have believed anything he said, but 
now..he sounded like he was just trying to boost up his own ego. 


"| don't see you as a fencer man, really." Dave leaned back in his chair. 


They were settled into a nice little corner at one of the hotel's many restaurants, catching up a bit while 
Bruce was still in town with his solo band. 


"ll tell you what, I'm as good at fencing as you think you are at karate." Bruce smirked. 


Dave scoffed. "I'm a motherfuckin black belt, dude. Besides, how the hell is fencin’ gonna help you in self 
defense?" 


‘It teaches you agility and coordination, two things which I'm sure you need to knock a bloke on his arse." Bruce 


leaned back, "And at least what | do is recognized as an Olympic sport." 
"They give you a fuckin’ Olympic medal just for clanking scraps of metal?" Dave asked incredulously. 
"Wait a minute, wait a bloody minute! Fencing is a hell of a lot harder than you think!" 


"Sure man, don't get your panties in a bunch." Dave patted the air in a sign of surrender, his signature smirk 


firmly in place. 
"Tell you what, I'll rent us out place to spar and some equipment and I'll show you how tough fencing is." 


Dave glanced at his watch. "Well, | gotta be at sound check for the show tonight in five, but the end of this leg 
is next Friday in Manhattan, so name the time and place after that and I'll be there.little man" 


Bruce glowered at him as he stood up. "I'll call you when | find a place, and I'll show you who the ‘little man’ is." 
Dave dropped a few bills down to cover his breakfast. "We'll see about that." 


With that he passed through the maze of tables, halting and turning back when he heard his name. "You 
better get some type of training in beforehand, because | won't take it easy on you." 


Dave rolled his eyes and continued on his way. 
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April 2 1995 


Dave eyed the man across the mat while he was stretching his legs and lower back on the ground. The little 
midget looked amped up and ready to go, bouncing up and down on his heels as he ran through several practice 
lunges. Dave got up and did a few parries and thrusts of his own; he took Bruce's advice and had been training 
with a teacher, learning most of the basics, in which he breezed through he thought, smirking to himself, and 


a few bits of more difficult choreography as well. 

"Are you ready, Mustaine?" Bruce called out, his voice muffled by his mask. 

Dave shoved on his own mask. "Damn right | am." 

"Are we doing points or is this just a free run?" 

"Free run. Don't care much for keeping track of points." 

The two met up at the center of the mat, clicking the tips of their foils together. 

"En guarde!" Bruce challenged. 

Dave was the first to attack, lunging at Bruce only to be blocked by the Englishman. It didn't discourage Dave, 
who feinted right and went in for a more pressing attack, Bruce surprised that he actually had to back up and 
really defend himself. 


"Hehe. Thought I'd be an easy target, huh?" Dave grinned behind the film protecting his face. 


"Don't get too cocky, mate." It was Bruce's turn on the offensive, driving Dave back in a flurry of movements. 


"Despite my earlier claim, l'm still going easy on you." 


Dave shifted left and struck Bruce's arm, establishing first contact. "Don't hold back on my account, let's see 
what you got." 


There wasn't much talking after that, the next fifteen minutes filled with heavy pants and the harsh clink of 


metal on metal; both men landing strikes on each other's jacket. 

Feeling that the mask was constricting his breathing, Dave called for a halt, hooking his thumb under the rim 
and pulling it off, Tossing it in a general direction, Bruce following suit soon after. They met at the center of 
the room yet again and it was Dave that started them off. 

"En guarde!" 

Dave struck twice before flipping the foil to his opposite hand, the maneuver throwing Bruce off for only a 
moment but it was enough to get yet another hit before Bruce executed a neat little turn, marking him twice 
before they crashed together, a screech sounding in the air as their foils clashed and slid against one another, 
both men face to face. 


"Give up!" Dave ground out, pressing forward. 


"No, you give up!" Bruce countered. 


The pair closed in even more, their bodies flush against each other as they tried to get the upper hand. 
Bruce's eyes widened as he felt something brush against his thigh, he looked down to find a bulge in Dave's 
breeches and even more surprise at the arousal of his own; his distracted state was enough for Dave to gain 
control, knocking Bruce's foil out of his hand before tossing his own out of the way. After a few seconds of 
silence they lunged at each other, their lips meeting in a brutal kiss, Dave's arms wrapping around Bruce's 


waist and the brunette wrapped his own around the redhead's neck. 

Dave pressed his weight against Bruce, his hand stopping them from falling completely as they tumbled to the 
floor. Bruce wrapped his legs around Dave's waist as Dave planted his hands on the mat on both sides of 
Bruce's head. They parted for air as Dave started to rock his hips, the hard-ons grinding together through 
several layers of protective clothing. Bruce gritted his teeth and thrust up to meet Dave's movements. 

Their lips crashed together once more, Bruce groaning as he tasted the blood from his now split bottom lip. 
Dave's pace became more erratic, Bruce clawing at the back of his protective jacket as he felt the first tingle 
of his impending orgasm dancing along his spine. Dave panted as he heard the soft mewls coming from the man 
beneath him, grunting when Bruce's fist slammed his back repeatedly as his body tensed below him, warmth 
flooding between their groins as Bruce came. Dave followed a few beats later, a choked sound swallowed up by 


Bruce's mouth as his cock twitched and spurted in his breeches. 


Their bodies collapsed flat onto the mat, their pants harsh as they tried to catch their breaths. Eventually 
Dave climbed off of Bruce, Bruce taking the offered hand that helped to lift him up. 


"Damn." Was all Dave could say. 

"Yeah." Bruce chuckled. 

"You were right." 

"About what?" Bruce's brows furrowed. 

"Fencing. It is pretty..hard" Dave grinned at his own pun 
"Well, care for another round?" 

"Fencing or..°" 

"Both if you're willing.” 

"Even with our dicks squirming in our own spunk?" 


"| don't mind if you don't" Bruce said as he claimed his mask and picked up his foil. 


"Eh. Couldn't hurt." Dave snagged up his foil, shoving his mask on. 


They met up at the center of the gym for the third time and they tapped their tips together. "Oh, and 


Bruce?" 

"What?" 

"Next time, we're doin’ taekwondo." 
"Fair enough." 

"En guarde!" 

And their foils clashed once more. 
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A/N: This is completely centered around Bruce but you get to pick the next rocker you want him to be with, 
and I'll choose a random one from the comments section. So leave your hopefuls/suggestions in your reviews 


please. 


